making busiixess. In that way he had the entrte into
houses where women were pining away because
marriage had left them unfulfilled."

"So what?"

Claire had just flung the two words at her father,
like a challenge. Marthe whispered to Fran?ois:

"I will come back: there is going to be a row!
When I come, you shall tell me what^our secret is,
and everything will once again be marvellous, more
marvellous than ever before."

She had flung the door wide open. She walked on
tip-toe. Turning her head, she made a gesture which
seemed to indicate that they were both in a plot
together. Fratafois did not understand much of what
he had been told.

What was the nature of Claire's suffering? Here
she was, in another world, the world of innocence,
the world of a child blinded by anger, her heart
driven to despair, a remorseless world creaking like
sand beneath her feet, a world through which there
blows a wind from the high places, bringing back to
it a tremendous promise. Claire was standing there
for all to see, a complete being, with no hidden
crannies in her, without tenderness, upright in all her
vehemence and indignation. She stood there, facing
her father, facing the dark night and the dawn which
the first stirring of the breeze would bring.

"So what?"

"I beg of you,  Claire, not to use such vulgar
expressions."

Raymonde had paused in her sewing. She looked
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